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As if it fed ye, and how fleeke and wanton 
Ye appeal e in eucry thing may bring my ruinc? 

Follow your enuious courfes, men of Malice; 

Yhaue Chriftian warrant for 'cm,and no doubt 
In time will finde their fit Rewards. That Seale 
You aske with fuch a Violence, the King 
(Mine, and your Mafter) with his owne hand,gaue me: 
Bad mccnioy it, with the Placc,and Honors 
During my life; and to confirme his Goodncfie, 

Ti’de it by Letters Patents. Now,who’ll take it ? 

Sur . The King that gaue it. 

Car. Itmu(l behimlelfethen. 

Sur. Thou art a proud Traitor, Priefl. 

Car. Proud Lord, thou lyeft: 

Within thefe fortie houres, Surrey durft better 
Haue burnt that Tongue, thenfaidc fo. 

Sur. Thy Ambition 

(Thou Scarlet finne) robb’d this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buckingham, my Father-in-Law, 

The heads of all thy Brother-Cardinals, 

(With thee, and all thy beft parts bound together) 
Weigh’d not a haire of his. Plague of your policie. 

You lent me Deputie for Ireland, 

Farrc from his fuccour; from the King,from all 
That might haue mercie on the fault,thou gau’ft him: 
Whil’ft your great Goodneflc, out of holy pitty, 
Ablolu’dhim with an Axe, 

Wol. This, and all elfc 
This talking Lord can lay vpon my credit, 

I anfwer,is moft falfe. The Duke by Law i 

Found his deferts. How innocent I was 
From any priuatc malice in his end, r . , 

His Noble luric, andfoule Caufccan witnefle.' 

If 1 lou’d many words, Lord, 1 fhould tell you. 

You haue as littleHonellie, as Honor, 

That in the way of Loyaltie.and Truth, 

Toward the King, my cuer Roiall Mafter, 

Dare mate a founder man then Surrie can be, 

And all that loue his follies. 

Sur. By my Soule, 

Yotir long Coat (Priefl) protc<£b you. 

Thou ftrould’ft feele 

My Sword i’th’life blood ofthce clfe. My Lords, 

Can ye endure to heare this Arrogance ? 

And from this Fellow ? If we Iiue thus tamely. 

To be thus laded by a pcece ofScarlet, 

Farewell Nobilitie: let his Grace go forward. 

And dare vs with his Cap, like Larkcs. 

Card. All Goodneflc 
Is poyfon to thy Stomacke. 

Sur. Yes, that goodneflc 
Of gleaning all the Lands wealth inro one. 

Into your owne hands (Card’nall) by Extortion : 

The goodnefle of your intercepted Packets 

You writ to’th Pope, againft theKing: your goodnefle 

S ; nce you prouokc me, fhall be mofl notorious. 

My Lord ofNorfolke,as you are truly Noble, 
Asyourefpctfl the common good, the State 
Of our defpis’d Nobilitie, our Iflues, 

(Whom if he Iiue, will fcarfe be Gentlemen) 

Produce the grand fumme of his finnes, the Articles 
Colle&cd from hts life. 1 le ftartle you 
Worfetben theSacring Bell, when thebrowne Wench 
Lay killing in your Amies,Lord Cardinall. 

Car. How much me thinkes, I could defpife this man, 
But that I am bound in Charitie againft it. 
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Nor. Thofe Articles,my Lorc^rc^^ 

But thus much, they are foule ones. 

Wol % So much fairer 
And fpotleffe, fhall mine Innocence arife 
When the King knowes my Truth. 1 

Sur. This cannot fauc you 
I thanke my Meraoric, I yet remember 
Some of thefe Articles, and out they (hall. 

Now,if you can biufh, and cric guiltic Cardinall 
You’1 (hew a little Honcftic. 1 

Wol. SpeakeonSir, 

I dare your worft Obieftions: If I biufh 
It is to fee a Nobleman want manners. \ 

Sur. I had rather want thofe, then my head • 
Haueatyou. # 1 

Firft, that without the Kings aflent or knowledge 
You wrought to be a Legate, by which power * ’ 
You maim’d the Iurifdicftbn of all Eifhops. 

Nor. Then, That in all you writ to Rome,orclfc 
To Forraigne Princes, Ego & Rex mem ' 

Was ftill inferib’d : in which you brought the King 
To beyour Scruanc. 

Suf. Then, that without the knowledge 
Either ofKing or Councell, when you went 
Ambaflador to the Emperor,you made bold 
To carry into Flanders, the Great Seale. 

Sur . Item, You fent a large Commiffion 
To Cjregory de Cajftdo, to conclude 
Without the Kings will, or the States allowance, 

A League betweene his Highnclfe,andFerr^ 4 . 

Suf . That out ofmeere Ambition, you haue caus’d 
Your holy-Hat to be ftampt on the Kings Coine. 

Sur. Then, That you haue fent inumerablc fubftancc 
(By what mcanes got, I leaue to your owne confciencc) 
To furnifh Rome, and to prepare the wayes 
You haue for Dignities, to the mccre vudooing 
Of all the Kingdome. Many more there are. 

Which fincc they arc of you, and odious, 

I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham. O my Lord, 

Preffe not a falling man too farre? Vis Vertue: 

His faults lye open to the Lawes,let them 
(Not you) corrcdl him. My heart weepes to fee him 
So little, of his great Sclfe. 

Sur. I forgiuc him. 

Suf. Lord Cardinall, the Kings further pleafure is, 
Becaufe all thofe things you haue done oflatc 
By your power Legatiue within this Kingdome, 

Fall into’th’compaffc of a Premunire; 

That therefore fuch a Writ be fued againft you, 

To forfeit all yourGoods, Lands, Tenements, 

Cadies, and whatfoeucr, and to be 

Out of the Kings protection. This is my Charge. 

Nor . And fo wce’l leaue you to your Meditations 
How to Iiue better. For your ftubborne anfwer 
About the giuing backe the Great Scale to vs, 

The King fhall know it, and (no doubt) fhal chankeyou. 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinall. 

Exeunt all hut Wolfey• 

Wol. So farewell, to the little good you bearcmc. 
Farewell ? A long farewell to all my Greatneffc. 

This is the date of Man; to day he puts forth 
The tender Leaues of hopes, to morrow Bloflbmes, 
And beares his blufhing Honors thicke vpon him: 
The third day, comes a Froft; a killing Froft, 

And when he thinkes, good cafic man, full furcly 
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ripening nippeshisrootc, 

H . her he fals as I do. J haue veiuur d 
ke little wanton Eoyes that lwim on bladder*: 
iLcrtianV Summers in a Sea of Glory, 

? hrre beyond my depth: my high-blowne Pride 
» Icii^tli broke vnder me, and now ha’s left me 
JJ t f and old with Seruice, to the mercy 
, n( 0 j c flreame, that muft for euer hide me. 
V.inepompc, and glory of this World, I hate ye, 
feele my heart new open’d. Oh how wretched 
that poorc mail, that hangs on Princesfauours? 

There is betwixt that fmilc we would afpirc too, 
Thatfweet Afpcit of Princes, a their ruine, 

M orf pangs, and feares then wanes, or women haue; 
‘. n j ^hen he falles.he fa lies like Lucifer, 

Puerto hope againe. 

Enter CrofHvTek. jf anding amazed. 

Why bow now Qomwell r 
Cron* 1 h.uie no power to fpeakc Sir- 
What, amaz’d 

fa my misfortunes ? Can thy Spirit wonder 
^nrcat man fhould decline. Nay,andyou weep 

lanifalne indeed. 

How docs your Grace. 

Carl Why well: 

Meuer fo truly happy, rry good CromweR, 

J know my lclfenow, and I feele within me, 

^peace aboue all earthly Dignities, 

^ ftill,and quiet Conference. The King ha’s cur'd me, 
{humbly thanke his Grace: and from ebefe fhouldcrs 
Thefe ruin’d Pillers, out of pitty, taken 
A loade, would jfinkc a Nauy, (too much Honor.) 

O’cis a burden Cromwef ’tis a burden 

Too heauy for a man, that hopes for Hcaucn. 

Crom. I am glad your Grace, 

Ha’s made that right vfe of it. 

Card . Ihopelhsnc: 
lam able now (me thinkes) 

(Out of a Fortitude of Soule, I feele) 

Toendure more Mrferies, and greater farre 
Then my Weakc-hcarted Enemies, dare offer. 
WhatNewcs abroad? 

' Crom. The heanieft, and the wofff, 

Isyour difplealure with the King. 

Card. God bleffc him, 

Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas Moore is chofen 
Lord Chancellor, in your pl^ce. 

Card. That’s fomewhv fodain. 

But he’s a Learned man. May he continue 
Long in hisHighricffe fauour, and do Iuftice 
ForTruths-fake,and his Confcience; chat his bones. 
When he ha’s run his courfe,and (leepes inBiefHngs, 
MayhaueaTombe ofOrphancs tcares wept on him. 
What more? 

Crom . That Cranmer is return'd with welcome ; 
Mail’d Lord Arch-byfhop ofCantcrbury. 

Card. I hat’s Newcs indeed. 

Crom. La(I, that the Lady j4>ine y 
Whom the King hath in iecrecie long married. 

This day was view’d in open, as his Qncctic, 

Going coChappell: and the voyce is now 
Oncly about her Corronarion. 

Carl There was the vvaight that pulFd me downe. 
0 Cromwell, 

The King ha’s gone beyond me: All my Glories 
In that one woman, I haue loft for eucr. 


No Sun, fhall euer vfher forth mine Honors, 

Or glide againe the Noble Troopes that waigbted 
Vpon my fmiles. Go get thee from me Cromwel, 

I am a poore falne man, ynworthy now 
To be thy Lord, and Mafter. Seeke the King 
(That Sun, I pray may neucr fet) I haue told him. 

What, and how true thou art; he will aduance thee: 
Some little memory of me, will (Tirre him 
(I know his Noble Nature) not to let 
Thy hopcfull feruice perifh too. Good Cromwell 
Negledi him not; make vfc now, and prouide 
For thine owne future fafety. 

Crom . O my Lord, 

Mull I then leaue you ? Muft I needes forgo 
So good, fo Noble, and fo rrue a Mafter ? 

Beare witnclfe, all that haue not hearts.of Iron, 

With what a forrow Cromwel leaues his Lord. 

TheKing fhall haue my fcruice $ but my prayres 
For cuer, and for euer fhall be yours. 

Card. Cromwel , I did not thinkc to fhed a teare 
In all my Miferies: But thou haft forc’d me 
(Out of thy hone ft truth) to play the Woman. 

Let’s dry our eyes: And thus farre hearc me Cromwel, 
And when I am forgotten, as j fhall be, 

And fleepe in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me, more muft be heard of; Say I taught thee; 

Say Wolfcy, that once trod the wayes ol Giory, 

And founded all theDepths,and Shoales of Honor, 
Found thee a way (out of his wrackejto rife in : 

A lure, and fale one, though thy Mafter mift it. 

Marke but my Fall, and tha^ that Ruin’d me: 

Cromwel , 1 charge thee, fling away Ambition, 

By that finne fell the Angels : how can man then 
(The Image of his Maker )hopc to win by it ? 

Loue thy felfe laft, cherifh thofe hearts that hate thee; 
Corruption wins not more then Honefly. 

Still in thy right hand, carry gentle Peace 
To filcnce enuious Tongues. Be iuft,and feare not; 

Let all the ends thou aym’ft at, be thy Countries, 

Thy Godsend Truths. Then ifchpu fall’ft(0 Cromwell) 
Thou falfft a bleffed Martyr. 

Serue the King: And pry thee ieade me in: 

There take an Inucntory of all I hnuc, 

To the laft peny, 'cis the lungs. My Robe, 

And my Integrity to Heauen, is all, 

I dare now call mine owne. O Cromwel, Cromwel, 

Had I but feru’d my God, with halfc the Zeale 
I feru’d my King : he would not in mine Age 
Haue left me naked to mine Enemies. 

Crom. Good Sir, haue patience. 

Card. So I haue. Farewell 
The Hopes of Courr, my Hopes in Heauen do dwell. 

Exeunt. 


/ Adus Ouartus. Seem Trima . 


Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another a 

1 Y’are well met once againe. 

2 So are you. 

i You come to take your ftand heere, and behold 
7 he Lady Anne ,pafle from her Corronation. 

2 "Tis 











































































































